Grooving the Grove 


From Armani into LL Bean 
and thus authority unwinds 
at picnic tables broadcasting 


beer and snacks-- 
avowedly low class. 


One who drinks a sixpack 
more than necessary 
goes on over deaths. 


Two burly acolytes 
escort him away 
from the neocon table. 


“This Bleeding Hearts 
Headquarters?” they in- 
quire at another. “It is 
now,” comes the answer. 


How all the grove looks then 
towards whitest eminence for wit! 


To raucous cheers announceth he 
“These pretzels are making me thirsty!” 


